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LL’S  ONE, 

OR, 

One  of the  fours  \ Vlaies  in  oney  called  a 

Yorkfliire  Tragedy.  As  it  was  plaid  by 

the  Kings  Maieftics  Players. 

*j  • • ] ••  • ; r ' mti  "'f  C '*  ’ ’ ♦ ( { . 4 ! . V «? \ 2 V 7 ! . •'  - 

Enter  oliuer  and  Raphe,  twsferitingmen. 

Liuer.  Sirrah  Raphe, my  young  Miftris 
isinfucha  pittifull  paffionate  humour 
for  the  long  abfence  of  her  loue. 

! Raphe. \N hy  can  you  blame  her, why, 
Apples  hanging  longer  pn  the  tree  the 
when  they  are  ripe,  makes  fo  many  fallings, viz.  Mad 
Wenches  becaufe  they  are  not  gathered  in  ti^jc,  are 
faine  to  drop  of  themfelues,  and  then  tis  common 
you  know  for  cuery  man  to  take  them  vpl 

Oliuer.  Maffe  thou  faift  true, tis  common  indeede, 
but  firrah5is  neyther  our  young  Mafter  returned,nor 
our  fellow  Sam  come  from  London  ? 

Raphe.  Neyther  of  eyther,  as  the  Puritan  Bawde 
fayes.  Slid  I heare Sam, Sams  come,  hecre  tarry, 
come  ifaith,now  my  nofe  itches  for  newes. 

Oliuer.  And  fo  doth  mine  elbow. 

Sam  cals  within.  Where  are  you  there  ? 

dVto».Boy,lookey6u  walkc  my  horfe  with  difereti- 
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on,I  haue  rid  him  fimplv,  I warrant  his  skin  ftickes  to 
his  backe  with  very  heate,if  he  ffioulticatch  cold  and 
get  the  cough  of  the  Itings,  I were  well  ferued,  were  I 
not  ? What  Raphe  and  Oliver . 

^w.Honeft  fellow  Sam± welcome  ifaith,  what  tricks 
haft  thou  brought  from  London  ? 

Turnfht  with  things  from  London. 

Sam.  You  fee  I am  hangd  after  the  trueftfafhion, 
three  hats,  and  two  glaffes  bobbing  vpon  them,  two 
rebato  wyers  vpon  my  breft,  a capcafe  by  my  fide,  a 
brufh  at  my  backe,  an  AJmanacke  in  my  pocket,  and 
three  balfats in  my  codpice,  nay  I am  the  true  picture 
ofa  common  feruingman. 

Oliver  Jdefwcaxc  rhou  at  t,  thou  maift  fet  vp  when 
thou  wilt^  tjicresmany  aonc  begin&withlcifclcan 
tell  thee,that  proues  a rich  man  ere  he  dics,but  whats 
the  newes  from  London^Sam  > 

Raphe. I that's  well  fed,what  is  the  newes  from  Lon- 
don Jihrah.  My  young  Miftrefiekeepes  fuchapu-* 
JingforhepLoue. 

Sam. Why  the  more  foole  fhe,  I,  the  more  ninny- 
hammer  Hie. 

Oliver  .Why  Sam, why  ? 

Sam. Why  he  is  married  to  another  long  agoe. 

^^.Faitbye  ieaft. 

S^.Why  did  you  not  know  that  till  now  ? Why 
bee’s  married^eates  his  wife,  and  has  two  or  three 
children  by  her : for  you  muft  note,  that  any  woman 
beares  the  more  when  flieis  beaten. 

RapheX  that  s true, for  (he  beares  the  blowes. 
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. Glitter.  Sifrah  Sam,'  I would  not  for  two  yeares 
wages  my  young  MiftreiTe  knew  fo  much,fhee’d  run 
vpon  the  left  hand  of  her  wit,  and  ncre  be  her  owne 
woman  againe. 

Sam. And  I thinke  fhe  was  bleft  in  her  Cradle, that 
he  neuer  came  in  her  bed,  why  hee  has  confumed  all, 
pawndhis  lands,  and  made  his  Vniucrfity  Brother 
Band  in  waxe  for  him ; There’s  a fine  phrafc  for  a fcri- 
uener.puh.hc  owes  more  then  his  skin  is  worth. 

Oltuer.  Is*cpoffible>  . 

SamlNzy  ,ilc  tell  you  moreouer,  hee  cals  his  Wife 
whore,  as  familiarly  as  one  would  call  Moll  and  Doll, 
and  his  children  baftards,  as  naturally  as  can  be,  but 
what  haue  we  heere..?  I thought  twas  fonaething  puld 
downe  my  Breeches  3)  I quite  forgot  my  two  poting- 
ftickes,thefecame  from  London,  now  any  thing  is 
good  heere  that  comes  from  London. 

Oltuer. I,farre  fetcht  you  know. 

Sam.  But  fpeake  in,  your,  confidence  ifaith,haue 
not  we  as  good  potingfticksi’th  Country  as  need  to 
be  put  i’th  fire,the  minde  of  a thing  is  all,  and  as  thou 
faidft  euen  now,  farre  fetcht  is  the  beft  things  for  La- 
dyes.  ■ ii 

Oliuer. I,andfar  Waiting  gentlewomen  to. 

Sam. But  Raphe  jet  our  Beere  fowre  this  thunder  ? 

&»/>/>e.No,no,it  holds  countenance  yet. 

S4/H.VVhy.then  follow  me,  He  teach  you  the  fineft 
humor  to  be  drunk  in, I learnd  it  at  Londtmhft  wceke. 

Amb$an\\  letsheare  it,lets  heare  it. 

sam.Thc  braucfthumor.twoulddo  amangood  to 
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be  drunke  in  it, they  cal  it  knighting  in  London, when 
they  drinke  vpon  their  knees. 

Amb. Faith  that’s  excellent. 

Come  follow  me,  Ilegiue  you  all  the  degrees  of  it  in 
order.  Exeunt. 

Enter  wife, 

wife.  What  will  become  of  vs  > all  will  away. 

My  husband  neuer  ceafTes  in  expence, 

Both  to  confumebis  crediteand  hishoufe. 

And  tisfetdowne  by  heauensiuft  decree,  '*■ 

ThatRy  ots  childc  muft  needs  be  beggery. 

Are  thefe  the  vertties  that  his  youth  did  promife  ? 
Dice  and  voluptuous  meetings, midnightReuels, 

T aking  his  bed  with  furfets.  Ill  befeeming 
Theancientihonour  of  hishoufe  and  name : 

And  this  not  all, but  that  which  kils  me  mod, 

When  he  recounts  his  Ioffes  and  falfe  fortunes; 

The  weakneficof  hisftate  fo  piuch  deie&ed, 
Nocijibmantepcntanr,  buthalfe  mad, 

His  fommes  cannot  anfwere  his  expence : 

Hefits  and  fullcnly  lockes  vphis  armes. 

Forgetting  heauen, looks  downward, which  makes 
Him  appeare  fo  dreadfull,that  he  frights  my  heart  t 
Walkcs  hcauily,asif  his  foule  Were  earth  j 
Not  penitent  for  thofe  his  fins  are  paft. 

But  vcxt,hismoney  cannot  make  them  laft: 

A fearcfullmelancholy  ,vngod|y  forrow. 

Oh  yonder  he  comes, riowin- defpight  of  ifs 
lie  fpeake  to  hitn.andl  will  hcare  him  fpeake,; 

And domy  beft  tbdriueitfrom his  heart. 
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Enter  Husband. 

Huf.Vox  of  the  laft  throw, it  made 
Fiue  hundred  Angels  vanifh  from  my  fight, 

Ime  damnd,Ime  damnd,the  Angels  haue  forfook  me 
Nay  tis  certainly  true  :for  he  thathas  no  coyne, 

Is  darand  in  this  world ; hee’s  gone^hce’s  gone. 

Wfe.Dcc re  husband. 

Huf.Oh  ! moft  punifhment  of  all3I  haue  a wife. 

w'tfe. I do  intreate  you  as  you  loue  your  iouIc3 
Tell  me  the  caufc  of  this  your  difcontenr. 

Huf.  A vengeance  (trip  thee  naked, thou  art  caufc. 
Effectuality,  property,thou, thou, thou.  Exit. 

^/y£.Bad,turnd  to  worfc? 

Both  beggery  of  the  foule  as  of  the  body. 

And  fo  much  vnlike  himfelfe  at  firft, 

As  if  fome  vexed  fpirit  had  got  his  forme  vpon  him. 

Enter  Husband  againe. 

He  comes  againe3 

He  faies  I am  the  caufe,I  neucr  yet 

Spoke  lefie  then  words  of  duty  and  of  loue. 

HuJ.  Ifmarriage  bee  honourable,  then  Cuckolds- 
arc  honourable,  for  they  cannot  bee  made  without 
marriage.  # / 

Foole,what  mean  tiro  marry  to  get  beggers  ? 
Now  muft  my  eldeft  fonne  be  a knaue  or  notfiing, he 
cannot liue  vpot’hfoole,  forhewillhaue  no  land  to. 
maintainehim : that  morgage  fitsJike  a fdafflevpon 
mine  inheritance, and  makes  me  chaw  vpon  Iron. 

My  fecond  Ton  muft  be  a promoter, and  my  third 
a theefe,or  an  vnder-putter,a  flauc  Pander. 
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Oh  beggery  ,beggery  , to  what  bafe  vfes  doft  thou  put 
a man. 

I thinke  the  diuell  fcomes  to  be  a Bawd. 

Hebcares  himfelfe  more  proudly,  has  more  carbon 
hiscredite.  $■ 

Bafe,  flauifn,  abiedL  filthy  pouerty. 

^Fi,Good  fir3by  allourvowes  I dobcfeeclfyou. 
Shew  me  the  true  caufe  of  your  difcontent. 

HufMony ,mony,mony,&  thou  muft  fupply  mee. 
Wi.  AlafTe,!  am  the  leaft  caufe  of  your  difeontent. 
Yet  what  is  mine,either  in  rings  or  iewels, 

Vfe  to  your  owne  defire,but  1 befecch  you. 

As  you  are  a gentleman  by  many  bloods. 

Though  I my  felfe  be  out  of  your  refpeft, 

Thinke  on  the  ftate  of  thefe  three  louely  boyes 
You  hauc  bin  father  to. 

Hu.  Puh,Baftards,Baftard$,Baftards,begot  in  tricks, 
begot  in  tricks. 

whHcauen  knowes  how  thofe  words  wrong  me. 
But  lie  endure  thefe  griefes  among  a thoufand  more 
Oh  call  to  minde  your  Lands  already  morgadge. 
Your  felfe  woond  into  debts, your  hopefull  brother, 

. At  the  V niuerfity  in  bonds  for  you, 

Like  to  be  ceaz’d  vpon.  And— — ~ , 

Hu. Hadone  thou  harlot,  I 

Whom  though  for  fafhion  I married, 

1 ncucr  could  abide.Thinkft  thou  thy  words 
Shall  kill  my  pleafures,fall  off  to  thy  friends, 

Thou  and  thy  baftardsbeg  J will  not  bate 
A whit  in  humor  j Midnight  ftill  I loue  you, 
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And  reuell  in  your  company  - Curbd  in. 

Shall  it  be  (aid  in  ail  focieties, 

That  I broke  cuftome^that  I flagd  in  money, 
No,thofe  thy  iewclsj  will  play  as  freely. 

As  when  my  ftate  was  fullcft. 

Wife&z  it  fo.  * 

Huf.Nay  I proteft,and  take  that  for  an  earned* 

• He Jp urns  her . 

I will  for  euer  hold  thee  in  contempt. 

And  neuer  touch  the  fheetes  that  couer  thee, 

But  be  diuorft  in  bed,  till  thou  confent. 

Thy  dowry  fhall  be  foldc  to  giue  new  life 
Vnto  thofe  pleafures  which  1 moft  affed. 

V/ife.S\tfio  but  turne  a gentle  eye  on  me, 

And  what  the  law  fhall  giue  me  leaue  to  do. 

You  (hall  command. 

Huf. Lookc  it  be  done,fhail  I want  duft. 

And  like  a flaue  wcare  nothing  in  my  pockets 
Holds  bis  bands  in  bis  Pockets . 

But  my  hands  to  fill  them  vp  with  nayles 
Oh  much  againft  my  blood,let  it  be  done, 

I was  neuer  made  to  be  a looker  on : 

A baud  to  dice ; lie  (hake  the  drabs  my  felfe. 

And  make  them  yeeld,I  fay  looke  it  be  done. 

Wife. I take  my1eauc,ifrfhaL 

Exit. 

Hu.  Speedily /peedily, I hate  the  very  houre  I chofe 
a Wife^a  trouble,  trouble,  three  children  like  three 
euilshang  vponme,  fie, fie, fie,  ftrumpet  and  baftards, 
ftrumpet  and  baftards* 
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E nter  three  Gentlemen>hearing  him. 
i .Gent.  Still  do  thefe  loathfome  thoughts  iarre  on 
your  tongue. 

Your  felfe  to  ftaine  the  honour  ofy  our  Wife, 

Nobly  difeended  ; thofe  whom  men  call  mad. 
Endangers  othersdwthee’s  more  then  ipad  • 

That  wounds  himfelfe^whofe  owne  words 
Do  proclaime  it  is  not  fit, I pray  forfake  it. 

i.Gent, Good  fir3Iet  modefty  reproue  you. 

^Gent .Let  honeft  kindnes  fway  fo  much  with  you, 

Hu.God  den3I  thanke  you  fir3how  do  you  ? adieu, 
I am  glad  to  fee  you,  farwell  Inftru<3;ions3  Admoniti- 
ons. Exeunt  Gent. 

Enter  a feruant. 

Huf. How  now  firrha,what  would  you  ? 

Ser.  Onelyto  cercifieyoufirjthatmy  Mifltiswas 
met  by  the  way,  by  them  who  were  fent  for  her  vp  to 
London  by  her  honourable  Vnckle,  yourWorfhips 
lategardian. 

Huf.  So  lir,then  fhe  is  gone, and  fo  may  you  be, 
But  let  her  looke  that  the  thing  be  done  (he  wots  of. 
Or  hell  will  ftand  more  pleafant  then  her  houfe  at 
home.  Exitferuant. 

Enter  a Gentleman. 

Gent.  Well  or  ill  met,I  care  not. 

Htf/.Nonorl. 

Gent  A am  come  with  confidence  to  chide  you. 

H^Who  me  ? chide  me  .?doo,t  finely  then,  let  it 
not  moue  me, for  ifthou  cbidft  me  angry, I (hal  ftrike. 
Gent.  Strike  thine  owne  follies, for  it  is  they 
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Delerue  to  be  well  beaten  ; wee  arc  now  in  priuate, 
Ther's  none  but  thou  and  I,  thou  art  fond  & peeuiih, 
At»  vneleane  ryoter,thy  landes  and  credite 
Lie  now  both  Hcke  of  a confumption, 

I am  lorry  for  thee;  that  man  fpends  with  fhamc, 
Thafwith  his  riches  doth  confumc  his  name, 

And  fuch  art  thou. 

Huf.  Peace. 

Gent. No  thou  lhaltheareme  further. 

Thy  fathers  and  fore-fathers  worthy  honors. 

Which  were  our  Country  monumcnts,our  grace, 
Follies  in  thee  begin  now  to  deface. 

The  Ipring  time  of  thy  youth  did  fairely  promile 
Such  a moil  fruitfull  dimmer  to  thy  friends 
It  (carfe  can  enter  into  mens  beleefes, 

Such  dearth  (hould  hang  on  thee,we  that  lee  it, 

Are  forry  to  beleeue  it : in  thy  change, 

This  voice  into  all  places  will  be  hurld : 

Thou  and  the  diuell  has  deceiu’d  the  world. 

Huf.  lie  not  endure  thee. 

Gent  A ut  of  all  the  word. 

Thy  vertuous  wife  right  honourably  allied. 

Thou  had  proclaimd  a drumpet. 

HufNay  then  I know  thee. 

Thou  art  her  Champion  thou, her  priuate  friend, 
The  party  you  wot  on. 

Gem. Oh  ignoble  thought, 

I am  pad  my  patient  blood,(hall  I ftand  idle 
And  fee  my  reputation  toucht  to  death. 

Huf. Ibis  has  galdc  you, has  it  ? 
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Gem.No  roonfter,!  prone 
My  thoughts  did  oncly  tend  to  vertuous  lout- 
llaflaow  of  her  vertucs  f there  it  gees, 

Gent. Bafe  fpirit>to  lay  thy  hate  vpon  } 

The  fruitfuil  honour  of  thine  bwneWh 

They fight  ^and  the  Husband  if  hurt * 

Hufi  Oh. 

Gem.  Wih  thou  yecld  it  yet  ? 

HufSyxfi\iy  I hauc  not  done  with  you* 

Gem  l hope  nor  nere  (hall  do,  tight  Age*. 

/y^Hauc  you  got  tricks  ? are  you  in  cunning  with 
me? 

<7^.No,plaine  and  right. 

He  needs  no  cunning  that  for  truth  doth  fight. 

Bush  and fa  lies  downc. 

ifo/.Hard  fortune3am  I lcucld  with  the  ground  ? 
(Grttf.Now  fir,you  lie  at  mercy, 
ff#/Tyouflaue. 

Gen.  Alas,that  hate  lhould  bring  vs  to  bur  grauc^ 
You  fee  my  fword's  not  thirfty  for  your  life, 

I amfbrrier  for  your  wound,thcrryour  felfe, 

Y are  of  a vertuous  houfe3fhew  vertuous  deeds, 

Tis  not  your  honour,tis  your  folly  bleeds, 

Much  good  has  becne  expe&ed  in  your  life, , 
Cancell  not  all  mens  hopes, you  haue  a Wife, 

Kinde  and  obedient ; heape  not  wrongful!  fhamc 
On  her  and  your  poftcrity,let  onely  finne  be  fore, 
And  by  this  fall, rife  neucr  to  fall  more. 

And  fo  I leauc  you.  E$i U 

ffvf.Hzs  the  dogge  left  me  then 
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After  his  tooth  hath  left  me  ? Oh,  my  heart 
Would  iainc  leape  after  him,reucnge  I fay, 
line  mad  to  be  reucng’d.my  ftrumpet  Wife, 

It  is  thy  quarrell  that  rips  thus  my  flefh. 

And  makes  my  breft  fpit  blood,but  thou  (halt  bleed : 
Vanquifht  f got  downe  ? vnable  ecnc  to  fpeakc  ? 
Surely  tisiwant  ofmoney  makes  men  weakc, 

I, twas  that  ore-threw  me,Ide  nere  bene  downe  clfe. 

Exit, 

Enter  wife  in  a riding fuite.with  a feruingmM. 

S<?/'.Faithmiftus,if  it  may  not  be  prefiimption 
In  me  to  tell  you  fo,for  his  excufe 
You  had  fmall  reafon,knowing  his  abufe. 

Wife.  I grant  I had, but  alalfe, 

VVhy  mould  our  faults  at  home  be  fpread  abroad, 
Tis  greefc  enough  within  doorci i at  firft  light 
Mine  Ynckle  could  run  ore  his  prodigall  life 
As  pcrfe<ft!y,asif  his  ferious  eye 
Had  numbred  all  his  follies : 

Knew  of  his  morgagde  lands,his  friends  in  bonds, 
Himfelfewithcrea  with  debt  5 And  in  that  minute 
Had  I added  his  vfage  and  vnkindneffe, 

Twould  haue  confounded  cuery  thought  of  good, 
Whcrcnow, fathering  his  ryots  on  his  youth. 
Which  time  and  tame  experience  will  fhake  off, 
Gueffing  hiskindnes  to  me  (as  I fmoothd  him 
With  all  the  skill  I had)  though  his  defarts 
Arc  in  forme  vglier  then  an  vnfhapte  Bears. 

Hec’s  ready  to  prefer  him  to  fome  Office  . 

And  place  at  Court } a good  and  fure  releefc 
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To  all  his  {looping  For  tunes,  twil  be  a meanes  I hope 
To  make  new  league  betweene  vs, and  redeeme 
His  vertues  with  his  lands. 

Ser.l  fhould  thinke  fo  miftris,If  he  fhould  not  now 
bekindetoyou  andloueyou,  andcherifhyouvp,  I 
fhould  thinke  the  diuell  himfelfe  kept  open  houfe  in  N 
him. 

Wife . I doubt  not  but  he  will  now,  prethree  leauc 
me,  I thinke  I heare  him  comming. 

Ser.l  am  gone.  Exit* 

Wt.  By  this  good  meanes  I (hall  preferue  my  lands. 
And  free  my  husband  out  of vfurers  hands : 

Now  there  is  no  need  of  fale,my  Vncklcs  kindc* 

I hope,ifought,this  will  content  his  minde. 

Here  comes  my  husband.  Enter  Husband. 

ttttf Now,  are  you  come,  where’s  the  mon/,  lets 
fee  the  mony,i$the  rubbiih  folde,  thofe  wifeakers 
your  lands, why  then,the  mony5where  is  it  r powrc  it 
downc3downe  with  it,do wne  with  it,  I fay  powrt  on 
the  ground, lets  fee  itjets  fee  it. 

Wfe.Gooi  fir,keepe  but  in  patience, and  I hope 
My  words  fliall  like  you  well,I  bring  you  better 
Comfort  then  the  fale  of  my  Dowry. 

Hxf  Ha,what,s  that  ? 

Wife.  Pray  doe  not  fright  me  fir, but  vouchfafe  me 
hcaring.My  Vnckle,glad ofyourkindncirc  tome  and 
milde  vfage  (for  fo  I made  it  to  him)  hath  in  pitty  of 
yourdecliningfortunes,  prouidedaplace  foryouat 
Court,  of  worth  and  crcdite  5 which  fo  much  oucr- 
ioyedme- 
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Jfuf.O  uton  thcc  filth, ouer  and  ouerioyed. 

When  line  in  torment.  fiurnsher. 

Thou  polliticke  whore,  fubtiller  then  nine  Diuels, 
was  this  thy  iourny  to  Nuneke,  to  fet  downc  thchi- 
ftory  of  me,my  ftate  and  fortunes  .• 

Shall  I,  that  dedicated  my  felfe  to  pleafure,  bee  now 
confinde  in  feruicc  ro  crouch  and  Hand  like  anolde 
man  i’th  hams.my  hat  off,  I that  could  neuer  abide  to 
vneouer  my  head  i’th  Church,  bafe  Hut,  this  fruite 
beares  thy  complaints. 

Wt/e.Oh.heaucn  knowes, 

That  my  complaints  were  praifes,and  beft  words 
Of you,and  your  eftate ; onely  my  friends 
Knew  of your  morgagde  Lands,and  Were  pofleft 
Of  euery  accident  before  I came. 

If you  fufpecl  it  but  a plot  in  me. 

To  keepe  my  dowry, or  for  mine  owne  good. 

Or  my  poore  childrens  (though  it  f utes  a mother 
To  (hew  anaturall  care  in  their  releefes) 

Yet  lie  forget  my  felfe  to  calme  y our  blood, 
Confume  ir,asyour  pleafure  counfelsyou. 

And  alii wifh,eene  Clemency  affoords, 

Giue  me  but  plealant  lookes  and  modeft  words. 

Huf.  Money  whore, money, or  lie-  — 

Dr  awes  his  Dagger.  Enter  a fervent  haflily . 

What  the  diuell  ? how  now  ? thy  hafty  newes. 

Ser. May  it  pleafe  you  fir. 

Nuf.MVhn  ? may  I not  looke  vpon  my  dagger  ? 
Speake  villaine,  or  I will  execute  the  point  on  thee : 
quicke,fhort. 

B3 


Ser. 
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SsaAYhy  fir,a  gentleman  from  the  Vniuerfity  ftaics 
below  to  fpeake  with  you. 

Httf.F  tom  the  Vniuerfity  ?fo,Vniucrfity, 

That  long  word  runs  through  me.  Exit, 

Wife. Was  cutr  Wife  fo  wretchedly  befet  ? 

Had  not  this  newes  ftept  in  betwecne,thc  point 
Had  offered  violence  vnto  my  breft. 

That  which  fbme  women  call  great  mifery. 

Would  (hew  but  little  here : would  fcarfe  befeene 
Among  my  naileries : I may  compare 
For  wretched  fortunes,with  all  VViues  that  are, 
Nothing  will  pleafe  hiro,vniill  all  be  nothing. 

He  calles  it  flauery  tobe  pceferd, 

A place  of  credited  bafe  feruitude. 

What  fhall  become  of  me,and  my  poorc  children  ? 
Twohcre,andoneatnurfe,my  pretty  beggers, 

Ifee  how  ruine  with  a palfic  hand 
Begins  to  (hake  the  ancient  feat  to  dud : 

The  heauy  weight  of  forrow.drawes  my  lids 
Ouer  my  dankilh  eyes : I can  fcarfe  fee ; 

Thus  greefc  will  laft,it  wakes  and  flccpes  with  me. 
Enter  the  Httsband with  the  Mafter  of  the  Colledge. 
Huf,  Pleafeyondraw  neere  fir,y 'arc  exceeding, 
welcome. 

A&i.That’sroy  doubt,I  fearc  I come  not  to  be  wel- 
come. . 

/f»/.Yes3howfoeuer. 

Mai.Tis  not  my  fafhionfir,to  dwell  in  long  circum- 
• ‘ ' * * " teto 

The 


fiance,  but  to  beplame  and  eneauall;  thereroi 
die  purpofe. 
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The  catife  of  my  fetting  ioorth,  was  pittious  Sc  la- 
mentable 5 that  hopcfull  young  gentleman  yom  bio- 
ther5whofe  vertueswe  all  louedccrely,throughyour 
default  and  vnnaturall  negligence*lies  in  bond  execu- 
ted for  your  debt, a prifoner,  all  his  ftudies  amazed, 
his  hope  ftrook  dead3and  the  pride  of  his  youth  muf- 
fled in  thefe  darkc  clouds  of  oppreflion. 

tf/*/'.Hum,huro,hum. 

Maiji.  Oh  youhauekildthc  towardefthopeofall 
our  Vniuerfity,  wherefore  without  repentance  and  a- 
mendsjexped pandorus  and  fuddainc  iudgments to 
fall  gricuoufly  vpon  you ; your  brother,  a man  who 
profited  in  his  diuine  imployments,  and  might  bane 
made  ten  thoufand  foulcs  fit  for  heauen,novv  by  your 
*careleflecourfes  caftinprifon,  which  you  muftan- 
fwerefor,  and  aflurcyourfpirititwill  comehomc  at 
length.  Huf.Oh  God,oh. . 

Ma. Wife  men  thinkc  ill  ofyou>othcrsfpcake  ill  of 
you>nomanlouesyou,  nayjeucnthofe  whom  hone- 
fly  condcmncs,  condcmneyou:  andtake  this  from 
the  vertuous  affection  I.  beare  yourbrothcr3  neuer 
lookc  for  profperous  houre,  good  thought  5 quiet 
fleepes,  contented  walkes,  nor  any  thing  that  makes 
man  perfe£l:,til  you  redeeme  him  \Vhat  is  your^an- 
fwer,how  will  you  beftow  him  ? vpon  defperate  mife- 
ry, or  better  hopes?  Ifuffcr  till  Ihcare  youranfweret 

//#/.Sir,youhaue  much  wrought  with  me,  I fecle 
you  in  my  foule,you  areyouraicc&maftcr0, 
Incucrhad  fence  til  no  w$your  fillables  haue  elefe  me 
Both  fox  your  words  and  pains  Ltfankc  you:X  cannpt 

bufc 
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but  acknowledge  greeuous  wrongs  done  to  my  bro- 
ther , mighty, mighty, mighty  wrongs. 

Within  there. 

Enter  a feruingman. 

HufCAl  me  abowlcof  wine.  Alas  poore  brother, 
Bruifcd  with  an  execution  for  my  fake. 

Mu.  A bruifeindeed  makes  many  a mortall  Cote, 
Till  the  graue  cure  them.  Enter  with  wine. 

Huf.  Sir.I  begin  to  you,  y’auechid  your  welcome: 

Mr. I could  hauc  wifht  it  better  for  your  fake, 

I pledge  you  fir,to  the  kinde  man  in  prifon. 

Huf. Let  it  be  fo. 

Now  Sir,if  you  fo  pleafe  to  fpend  but  a few  minutes 
in  walking  about  my  grounds  below,  my  man  (hall 
heere  attend  you : I doubt  not  but  by  that  time  to  be 
furnilht  of  a fufficientanfwere,  and  therein  my  Bro- 
ther fully  fatisfied. 

Mr. Good  fir, in  that  the  Angels  would  be  pleafed, 
and  the  worlds  murmures  calmd,  and  I fhould  fay  I 
fet  foorth  then  vpon  a lucky  day.  Exit. 

Huf  Oh  thou  confufed  man, thy  pleafiint  fins  haue 
vndone  thee,  thy  damnation  has  beggerd  thee,  that 
beauen  fhould  lay  we  muft  not  fin,and  yet  made  wo- 
men : giues  our  fences  way  to  finde  pleafure,  which 
being  found,  confounds  vs,  why  fhould  wee  know 
thole  things  fo  much  mifufe  vs  ? Oh  would  vertue 
had  beenc  forbi3$en,wee  fhould  then  hauc  prooued 
all  vert uous,  fortis  our  blood  to  loue  what  wee  are 
forbidden;  bad  not  drunkenneffe  beenc  forbidden, 
what  man  would  haue  beene  foole  to  a bead,  and  za- 
ny 
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ny  to  a (wine^to  (hew  tricks  in  the  mire, what  is  there 
in  three  Dice, to  make  a man  draw  thrice  three  thou-^ 
fand  acres  into  the  compaffe  of  a little  round  table/ 
and  with  the  gentlemans  palfie  in  the  hand  fhakc  out 
hispofterityjthceucs,  orbeggers*  tisdonc,  Ihauc 
dont  ifaith:  terrible,  horrible  mifery.  ■■  -how 
well  was  I leftjvery  well,very  well. 

My  Lands  fhewed  like  a full  Moone  about  me,  but 
now  theMoone’s  in  the  laft  quarter,  waining,  wai- 
ning,and  I am  mad  to  thinkethat  Moone  was  mine: 
mine  and  my  fathers,  and  my  fore-fathers  generati- 
ons>gcnc?ations,downe  goes  the  houfc  ofvs,  down, 
downeitfinkes:N®wisthcname  a beggar,  begsln 
me  that  name  which  hundreds  ofyeareshas  made 
this  lhiere  famous  $ in  me  and  my  pofterity  runs  out. 

In  my  feedc  fiuc  are  made  miferablc  befidcs  my 
felfe,  my  ryot  is  now  my  brothers  iaylor,  my  Wiues 
fighing,my  three  boyes  penurie,  and  mine  own  con- 
fufion. 

He  teares  hie  haire. 

Why  fit  my  haires  vpon  my  curfed  head  ? 

Will  not  this  poyfon  fcatter  them  ? oh  my  brother’s 
In  execution  among  diuels  that  ftretch  him : 

And  make  him  giue  j and  I in  want, 
Notablefortoliue,norto  redeemehim. 

Diuines  and  dying  men  may  talke-of  hell, 

But  in  my  heart  her  feucrall  tormeris  dwell, 

Slauery  and  mifery.  Who  in  this  cafe 
Would  not  take  *vp  money  vpon  his  foule  ? 
Pavvnehis  faiuation,Uue  at  intereft : 
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I, that  did  eucr  in  aboundance  dwell, 

For  me  to  wan  t, exceeds  the  throwes  of  hell. 

Enter  hit  little  fame  {with  a top  and fcourge. 

•What  aile  you  father,  are  you  not'v/ell,I  can* 
not  fcourge  my  top  as  long  as  you  ftand  fo : you  take 
vp  all  the  roome  With  your  wide  legs,  puh,you  can- 
not make  me  affraid  with  this, I feare  no  vizards,  nor 
bugbcares. 

He  takes  vp  the  child  by  the  skirts  of  his  long  coate  in  one 
hand, and  dr  awes  his  dagger  with  the  other. 

2 HufWp  fir,for  heere  thou  haft  no  inheritance  left. 

Sonne. Oh  what  will  you  do  father,I  am  your  white 
boy.  Jlrikeshint. 

t/«/.Thou  (halt  be  my  red  boy, take  that. 
ylty»-Oh  you  hurt  me  father. 

^ Huf.My  eldcft  beggar,thou  fhalt  not  Hue  to  aske  an 

vfurer  bread,  to  cry  at  a great  mans  gate,  or  follow, 
good  your  Honor  by  a Coach, no,nor  your  brother: 
tis  charity  to  braine  you. 


■f' 


Sw.How  (hall  I learnc,no wmy head’s  broke  ? 


Je  ' — ##,  Bleed, bleed , rather  then  beg, beg,  ftabs  him. 

Be  not  thy  names  difgrace : 

Spume  thou  thy  fortunes  firft,if  they  be  bafe : 
Come  view  thy  fecond  brother.-  Fates, 

My  childrens  bloud  (hall  fpin  into  your  faces. 

You  (hall  fee. 

How  confidently  we  (corne  beggery. 

Exit  with  his  fonne. 

Enter  a maid  with  a chtldein  her  armesjhe 

Mother 
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Mother  by  her  ajlepe. 

M.Sleep  Tweet  babe,forrow  makes  thy  mother  fleep. 
It  boades  fmall  good  when  hcauineffe  fals  To  deepe, 
Huflj  pretty  boy,  thy  hopes  might  haue  bene  better, 
Tis  loft  at  Dice, what  ancient  honour  won, 

Hard  when  the  father  plaics  away  the  Sonne : 
Nothingbut  mifery  ferues  in  thishoule, 

Ruinc  and  delblation ; oh. 

C - * j . : *'*  '•  ; 4,r  * * ’ 

Enter  Husband  with  the  boy  bleeding. 

H»f.  Whore ,giue  me  that  boy. 

he  Jlriues  with  her  for  the  ehilde. 

Maid.  Oh  hclpe,belpe,  out  alas,murder, murder. 
Huf.Ate.  you  goftiping,pratingfturdyqueane. 

He  breake  your  clamour  with  your  uecke, 

Downe  ftaires ; tumble,tumble, headlong, 

He  t hr  owes  her  downe. 

So, the  fureft  way  to  charme  a womans  tongue, 

Is  breake  her  necke,a  Polititian  did  it. 

&>#.Mothcr,  mother,I  am  kild  mother. 

His  wife  awakes, and  catcheth  vp  theyoungeH . 
MP^.Ha, who’s  that  cridc  ? Oh  me  my  children. 
Both, both, both  ;bloudy,bloudy. 

H«/IStrumpet,l  et  go  the  boy, let  go  the  beggar. 
Wife. Oh  my  fweetehusband. 

J7«/!Fi!th,  Harlot. 

Wife. Oh  what  will  you  do  deerc  husband  t 
HaJ, Giuc  me  the  baftard. 
wife. Y our  owne  Twee  te  boy. 

HuJ, .There  are  too  many  beggers. 

C a wife. 
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Wife.Q ood  my  husband. 

Huf.  Doft  thou  preuent  me  ftill  > 

Wifi- Oh  God ! 

Stabs  at  the  childe  in  her  armes,  fy  gets  it from  her. 
/T^Haue  at  his  heart. 

Wife.Oh  my  deare  boy. 

Huf  But  jthou  fhalt  not  line  to  fliame  thy  houfe. 
Wife. Oh  hcau  cn.  she  is  hurt  and finks  downe. 

Huf.  And  perifh,now  be  gone, 

Ther’s  whores  enow, and  want  would  make  thee  one. 

Enter  a lufty feruant. 

Sir.Oh  fir, what  deeds  are  thefc  > 

EEi/.Bai'c  flau  e,my  vaffaile, 

Com’ft  thou  betweene  my  fury  to  queftion  me  ? 

Ser.  Were  you  the  diuell,I  would  hold  you  fir. 
/fo/.Hold  me  Pprefumption,  lie  vndo  thee  for  it. 
.SVr.Sbloud,  you  haue  vndonc  vsall  fir. 

Huf. Tag  at  thy  Mafter? 

Ser. Tug  at  a monfter. 

Huf. Haue  I no  power  ,fhall  my  flaue  fetter  roe  ?' 
Ser.Nay  then  the diuell  wraftlesjarothrowne. 

Husband  oner  comes  him. 

\ • v.  : . J . . ? ••  n yy\. yod  ’ ’•  ’ * ■.  *■  * . 

Huf.  Oh  viltaine,  now  lie  tug  thee, now  He  teare 
thee,  fet  quicke  fpurs  to  my  vaffaile, bruize  hjm  .tram- 
ple him}  fo,I  thinke  thou  wilt  not  follow  me  in  haftc. 
My  horfe  Hands  ready  fadjed, away, away. 

Now  to  my  brat  at  nurfe,my  fucking  beggerj 
lates^lc  not  lcaue  you  one  to  trample  one. 
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The  Mailer  meetes  hint. 

Mr  Row  ift  with  you  fir/nc-thinks  you  Iooke  of  a 
diftra&ed  colour. 

//#/.Who  Ifir,tis  but  your  fancy, 

Plcafc  you  waike  in  iir,and  lie  foone  refolue  you, 

I want  one  ftnall  part  to  make  vp  thefum. 

And  then  my  brother  (hall  reftfatisfied. 

Mr. I fhall  be  glad  to  fee  it,fir  lie  attend  you. 

* Exeunt . 

<y*r.Oh,I  am  fcarfe  able  to  heaue  vp  my  felfe. 

He  has  fo  bruizd  me  with  his  diuellifh  waighr. 

And  tome  my  flefh  with  his  bloud-hafty  fpur, 

A man  before  of  eafie  confutation, 

Till  now  hels  power  fupplied;  to  his  foules  wrong. 
Oh  how  damnation  can  make  weake  men  ftrong. 

Enter  Mailer  and  two  fer aunts. 

.SVr.Oh  the  moft  pittious  deed  fir  fince  you  came. 

Mr.  A deadly  grectingjhath  he  fiimd  vp  thefe 
To  fatisfie  his  brother  f heere’s  another, 

And  by  the  bleeding  infants,the  dead  mother. 

Wife.  Oh, oh. 

■Wr.Surgeons,Surgeons/herecouers  life, 

One  of  his  men  all  faint  and  bloudied. 

i.5<?r.Follow, our  murderous  Mafter  has  tooke 
Horfe  to  kill  his  childe  at  nurfe,oh  follow  quickly. , 

Mr. I am  the  readieft.it  fhall  bemy  charge 
ToraifethcTownevpon  him. 

Exit  Mailer  andferuants, 

2,S<r. Good  fir  follow  him . 

C 5 ^ Wife, 
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Wife. Oh  my  children. 

i.iVr,How  is  it  with  my  mod  afflicted  Miftris  ? 

wife.  Why  do  I now  recouer  ? why  halfe  liue/ 

To  fee  my  children  bleed  before  mine  eies, 

A fight,  able  to  kill  a Mothers  breafl  without  an  exe- 
cu  doner;  what, art  thou  mangled  too  ? 

i.Ser.  I thinking  topreuent  what  his  quicke  mif- 
chiefes  had  fo  foone  a<5ted,came  and  ruflit  vpoti  him, 
W e flrugled,but  a fowler  flrength  then  his 
O re-thre  w me  with  his  armes,  then  did  he  bruize  me 
And  rent  my  flefh,and  robd  me  of  my  haire. 

Like  a man  mad  in  execution, 

Made  me  vnfit  to  rife  and  follow  him. 

Wife. What  is  it  has  beguilde  him  of all  grace  ? 

And  ftole  away  humanity  from  his  bred, 

To  flay  his  children.purpofcd  to  kill  his  wife. 

And  fpoilc  his  feruants. 

Enter  twoferuants. 

Ambo. Pleafe  you  lcaue  this  accurfed  place, 
Afurgeon  waites  within. 

Wife. Willing  to  leaue  it. 

Tis  guilty  of  fwcetc  bloud, innocent  bloud, 

Murder  hath  tookc  this  chamber  with  full  hands, 
And  will  not  out  as  long  as  the  houfc  Hands./ 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Husband  as  bang  tbrovene  ef  hit 

Horfe.and fades. 

Huf.O h Humbling  lade, the  ipauin  ouertake  thee. 
The  fifty  difeafes  Hop  thee; 

Oh,Iamforely  braifdc, plague  founder  thee. 

Thou 
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Thou  runft  at  cafe  and  pleafure,hart  of  chance, 

To  throw  me  now,within  a flight  o'th  T ownc, 

In  fuch  plaineceuen  ground, 

Sfoot,amanmaydice  vponit,  and  throw  away  the 
Medowcs,  ah  filthy  bead. 

Cry  within. 

Follow,  follow,  follow, 

Huf Ha  ? I heare  founds  ofmen,  like  hew  and  cry, 
Vp,vp,and  ftruggle  to  thy  horfe,roake  on, 

Difpatch  that  jiVde  begger,and  all’s  done. 

Cry  within. 

Heere, this  way, this  way, 

Huf  At  my  backe  ? oh. 

What  Face  haue  I, my  limbesdeny  me  to  go. 

My  will  is  bated,bcggery  claimes  a part. 

Oh  could  I heare  reach  to  the  infants  heart. 

Enter  Matter  of  the  Colledge , three  Gentle- 
men jmd  others  with  11  other  ds . 
^.Heerejicere/yonder,  yonder. 

Ma.V noaturall,flinty , more  then  barbarous, 

The  Scythians  in  their  marble  hearted  fates, 

Could  not  haue  a&ed  more  remorfelelle  deeds 
In  their  relcntlcflc  natures,then  thefe  of  thine : 

Was  this  the  anfwcr  I long  waited  on. 

The  fatisfadion  for  thy  priloned brother  ? 

Huf  He  can  haue  no  more  of vs,then  our  skins, 

And  fome  of  them  want  but  fleaing. 
i.GentXjxeax.  finnes  haue  made  him  impudent. 

M*. Has  flied  fo  much  blood  that  he  cannot  blufh . 

2 .Gent* 
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2 Gettt.Aviay  with  him,  bearc  him  to  the  Iuftices, 
A gentleman  of  worfhipdwels  at  hand. 

There  (hall  his  deeds  be  blazed. 

HuJ. Why  all  the  better,  . 

My  glory  tis  to  haue  my  a&ion  knowne, 

I greeue  for  nothing, but  I mtft  ofone. 

Mr  .There’s  little  of  a father  in  that  griefej 
Beare  him  away.  Exeunt. 

Enter  a Knight  with  mo  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Knight.  Endangered  lo  his  Wife,  murdered  his 
children? 

i.(?e»f.So  theory  goes. 

Knight. I am  forry  I ere  knew  him , 

That  cuer  he  tooke  life  and  naturall  being 
From  fuch  an  honoured  ftocke,and  faire  dilcene, 

Tiil  this  blacke  minute  without  ftaine  or  blemifh. 

i.Gwtt.Heere  come  the  men. 

Enter  the  Mailer  of  the  C o Hedge ^nd  the  rejl 
with  the prif oner. 

Knight.  The  Serpent  of  hishoufe : Imc  forry  for 
this  time.thatl  am  in  place  of  iuftice. 

Mr. Pleafe  you  fir. 

Knight  Do  not  repeateit  twice, I know  too  much, 
Would  it  had  nere  bene  thought  on. 

Sir,I  bleed  for  you. 

1 .Gent.  Y our  fathers  forrowes  are  aliue  in  me  5 
What  made  you  fhew  fuch  monftrous  cruelty  ? 

Huf. In  a word  fir, 


1 
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1 haue  confumd  all,  plaid  away  long  acre, 

And  I thought  it  the  charibleft  deed  I could  do. 

To  cuffen  beggery, and  knock  tny  houfe  o’th  head. 

Km. I do  not  thinke  but  in  to  morrowes  judgment 
The  terror  williit  clofer  to  your  foule. 

When  the  dread  thought  of  death  remembers  you, 
To  further  which,take  this  fad  voyce  from  me, 
Ncuer  was  a&c  plaid  more  vnnaturally. 

HufA  thatike  you  fir. 

•iC/K^r.Goeleadehim  to  the  Iayle, 

Where  iuftice  claimes  all.there  muft  pitty  failc. 

Huf. Come, come,  away  with  me. 

Exitprifon er. 

Mr.  Sir, you  deferue  the  worfhip  of  your  place. 
Would  all  did  fo,tnyou  the  law  is  grace. 

Knight. It  is  my  wifh  it  fhould  be  fo  $ 

Ruinous  man, the  defolation  of  his  houfe. 

The  blot  vpon  his  prcdeceiTors  honord  name : 

That  man  is  neereft  (hame  that's  paft  fhame. 

Exit. 

Enter  Husband  with  the  officers  ^ The  M after  and  Gen- 
tlemen>as  going  by  his  houfe . 

Buf  Iararightagainftmy  houfc,fcate  of  myancc- 
ftors ; I heare  my  wife's  aliuc,  but  much  endangered*; 
let  me  intreatc  to  fpeake  with  her  before  the  prifon 
gripe  me. 

Enter  his  Wife  fr ought  in  a Chaire . 

Gent. See  heere,fhe  comes  of  her  felfe. 

Wife.  Oh  my  fwcetc  husband  3 my  deere  diftrdfed 
husband, now  in  the  hands  of  vnrelentinglawes;  my 
; D grea- 
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greateft  forrow,  my  extremeft  bleeding;  now  my 
foule  bleeds. 

Hf  How  now  ? kindc  to  me  ? did  not  I wound 
theejeaue  thee  for  dead  f 
Wife. Tut,farre  greater  wounds  did  tny  breft  fecle, 
Viikindnvdir.  ftrikes  a deeper  wound  then  ftcele. 

You  haue  beene  ftill  vnkinde  to  me. 

Huf.  Faith, and  fo  I thinke  1 haue ; 

I did  my  murders  roughly  out  of  hand, 

Defperate  and  fuddaine,but  thou  haft  deuiz’d 
A fine  way  now  to  kill  mee, thou  haft  giuen  minccies 
Seauen  wounds  a peece  *,  now  glides  the  diuell  from 
Me,departs  at  eucry  ioynt,heaues  vp  my  nailcs. 

Oh  catch  him  new  torments, that  were  nerc  inuented 
Binde  him  one  thoufand  more  you  blcffed  Angels, 
In  that  bottomlefle  pit,lct  him  not  rife 
To  make  men  a£te  vnnaturall  tragedies. 

To  fpread  into  a Father,  and  in  fury. 

Make  him  his  childrens  executioners. 

Murder  his  wife, his  feruants,  and  who  not  ? 

For  that  man  s darke,wherc  heauen  is  quite  forgotr 
Wife. Oh  my  repentant  husband. 

Hu. My  deare  foulc,whom  I too  much  haue  wrongd 
For  death  I die,and  for  this  haue  I longfd. 

Wife, Thou  ftiouldft  not  (be  allured)  for  thefe  faults 
Die,  if  the  law  could  forgiue  as  foonc  as  L 

children  laid  out. 

H#/?VVhat  fight  is  yonder  ? 

Wife , Oh, our  two  bleeding  boy e$ 
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Laid  foorth  vpon  the  threfhold.  (crack, 

Huf.  Heer’s  weight  ehough  to  make  a hart-ftring 
Oh  were  it  lawfull  that  your  pretty  foules 
Might  lookc  from  heaueri  into  your  fathers  eyes. 
Then  (hould  you  fee  the  peniten  t glaffes  melt. 

And  both  your  murders  ftioote  vpon  my  checkes, 
But  you  are  playing  in  the  Angels  laps, 

And  will  not  looke  on  me, 

Who  void  of  grace, kild  you  in  beggery. 

Oh  that  I might  my  wifhes  now  attaine, 

I fhould  then  wifh  you  liuing  were  againe  5 
Though  I did  beg  with  you,which  thing  I feard. 

Oh  t was  the  enemy  my  eyes  fo  blcard. 

Oh  would  you  could  pray  heauen  me  to  forgiue, 
That  will  vnto  my  end  repentant liue. 

wif.  It  makes  me  cene  forget  all  other  forrowes. 
And  leaue  part  with  this. 

Officer: Come,  will  you  goe  ? 

Huflle  kifle  the  bloud  I fpilt,and  then  lie  goe. 

My  ionic  is  bloudied,well  may  my  lips  be  (o. 

Farwell  deere  Wife,now  thou  and  I muft  part, 

I of  thy  wrongs, repent  me  with  my  heart. 
wife. Oh  flay, thou  (halt  not  goe. 

H«/.That’s  but  in  vaine,you  fee  it  muft  be  fo. 
Farwell  ye  bloudy  afhes  of  my  boyes, 

My  punifhments  are  their  eternall  ioyes. 

Let  cucry  father  looke  well  into  my  deeds. 

And  then  their  heirs  may  profper, while  mine  bleeds. 
Exeunt  husband  with  Officers, 

Wife. Mote,  wretched  am  I now  in  this  diftrefie, 

D 2 Then 
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Then  former  forrowes  made  me. 

Mr. Oh  kinde  Wife,  be  comforted, 

One  ioy  is  yet  vnmurdered, 
y ou  Iiaue  a boy  at  Nurle,your  ioy  e’s  in  him. 

wife. Dearer  then  all  is  my  poorc  husbands  life : 
Heauen  giue  my  body  Rrength, which  yet  isfaint 
With  much  expence  of  blood, and  I will  kneele, 
Sue  for  his  life, number  vp  all  my  friends, 

To  plead  for  pardon  for  my  deare  husbands  life  ? 
Mr.\Mzs  it  in  man  to  wound  fo  kinde  a creature  ? 
lie  cuer  praife  a woman  for  thy  fake. 

I muft  rcturue  with  griefc,my  anlwer’s  fet, 

I fhall  bring  newesweighes  heauier  then  the  debt. 
Two  brothers ; one  in  bond  lies  ouerthrowne. 
This, on  a deadlier  execution. 

FINIS. 


1 


t 


0 


1 


T 


4 


i 


, V* 


% 


1 


y 


I 


